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solitary working women in their faldettas* or a
peasant man in his shirt-sleeves* The lines in
their faces have softened as they sit, or kneel, and
drink in the soothing peace* Gone for the moment
are their cares, and they are drawing comfort from
what means so much to them* It is at such times
you are made to realize all that the Church of Rome
is to its children*
If you are polite and interested* a custodian
will take you up many flights of stairs to a small
museum* where there are many things of absorbing
interest* One is the silver cross which was carried
by Godfrey de Bouillon when he entered Jerusalem
after its first capture ; another is a truly astonishing
number of infinitely small relics of the saints*
There must be hundreds and hundreds of them ;
tiny fragments of bone* set in gold and sealed by
the Papal seal to show that they are authentic* I
do not wish to appear flippant* but it does seem a
little hard on the saints* What will they do on
the day of judgment* with their remains scattered
in a hundred different places ? What a scramble
will take place* and how awkward it would be if
you took the wrong piece I
A visit to Citta Vecchia on a moonlit night is
an experience of such beauty as to make it seem
unreal and quite fantastic* The chequered alley-
ways, where the moonlight makes pools of silver